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edifice amid shouts of laughter from the others.
That didn't please Many a. She rubbed a bruised
shoulder and went into another room, flashing at
her elders as she passed just: "That's silly!"
When bedtime came, the Sklodovski girls slept
on skins in the dining-room because the bedrooms
had to be given to the students who paid. In the
night the skins used to slip off and leave them
cold. In the morning they had to get up In the
dark because the dining-room had to be ready
for the students' breakfast.
But such things as that were of no importance
to Manya. Her mother was growing more and
more 111, even she could see that. She prayed to
God always, but He seemed not to listen to ten
year old Manya. And in the spring. In May, be-
fore she was eleven, her mother slipped away,
whispering to her little girl: "I love you."
Manya was learning very much; was learning
that life asks for courage from nations and men
and children, not only from kings. She had
thoughts of her own about It all. It seemed to her
unjust and cruel and not at all to be understood.
She was headstrong and angry and not at all sub-
missive.